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PRINCE. Friendly god that guards the hills and the forest, I too
am a powerful prince. I am a king's son born in the topmost tower
of my palace. I arn not afraid of any danger. If I meet a tiger, I will
think that it is only a bump in the road. If I meet bushes after
bushes of thorns, I will think they are made of velvet. I owe a duty
to my sister-in-law. I had not been able to guard her, but I will
bring her back to safety. Farewell, god.

FOREST-GOD. If you refuse to listen, you will die. Listen, Daywa-
gonban is a powerful bowman. When he bends the bow to put on an
arrow, his strength is such that his foot makes a mark in the ground
big as the mark made by a wheel when the cart sinks in the soft mud.
When he makes ready to shoot and takes his aim, when he beats the
bow to strengthen his heart and steady his aim, he makes a noise as
loud as thunder. Return, my prince, retreat to safety.

PRINCE. Friend that forever guards the hills and the forest, I do
not stop for wheel marks and thunder. I am not afraid of an ogre
who lives in forests and on hills and on the wild sea-shore. That ogre
shall die. I will win back my lovely emerald sister. Trumpets, sound;
drums, beat. We must risk our lives for our relations and our friends.
Farewell, god.

[Exit FOREST-GOD. Enter DAYWAGONBAN to a corner, azcay
from the PRINCE, while the orchestra plays. DAYWAGONBAN is
supposed to be some distance avoay from his pursuers, so that
he cannot be seen by them. The orchestra stops.]

DAYWA. The eighteen regiments approach with trumpets sound-
ing. Mouse comes to cat, crow comes to arrow, fish comes to
cooking-pot, the regiments come to me. I shall have to kill that
master of rudeness if he insists on following me. I must set my bow,
I must put on the arrow. Come on, come on. As wax gives way to
the heat of a fire, the ground itself gives way to me. Look! My foot
has made a mark as deep as a wheel-mark.                               [Exit.]

[The orchestra plays and the PRINCE, with followers, including

the YOUNGER PRINCESS walks on.    When it stops, they have

arrived at the place where DAYWAGONBAN set his bore.]

COMMANDER.   Look, look, my lord! There is the mark of his foot.

The bow must be set.   I have never seen such a mark made by a

bowman, I have only heard it told hi history and in fables . . . We